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ILLUSTRIOUS: HIGHNESS 
| “THE 


Duke of GLOUCESTER. 


May it pleafe Your HIGH NESS, 
HE HERO of this Tragedy, 
was one of the moft Famous 
that ever any Age produc’d ; 
and his Story is humbly Dedicated to 
a Young PRINCE, who, fo very 
early, promifes Things as Great. All 
Noble Actions have been done, in imi- 
tation of Others that preceeded Them ; 
and often They that imitate, have out- 
done their Originals. Wonderful 
Fhings may be expected from Your 
Highnefs’s Manhood, who in fo Green 
an Age, has promisd fo much. ‘The 
Eyesof EUROPE ateon YOU; 
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ge Epifile Dedicatory, 
the Hopes of Three Kingdoms live 
in YOU: An d, | = § LIiVC 


That YOU may live to: Outdo 
even All Men’s Expedtations. — live 
tobe as Great as the HER O was, 
for whom I have prefum’d to beg 
Your Highnefs’s Patronage ; or, to 
go yet beyond Him; Thar YOU 
may live to be as Great as Your 
Royal UNCLE, Shall ever be the 
Prayer of Me 


Yor HIGHNES 8's 
Moft Devoted, 
Moft Humble Servant, 
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By Mt. CONGREVE, 


@R Age has much improvd the Warriour's Art; 
For Fighting, now, 7s thought the weakeft Part ; 
And agood-Flead, more ufeful than a Heart. — | 
This Way of War, does our Example yield ; 
That Stage will win, which longeft- keeps the Field. 
We mean not Battel, when we bid Defiance; 
But flarving one- another to Compliance. 
Our Troops encamp’d are by each other view'd, 
And thofe which firft are Flungry, are fubdu d. 
And there, in truth, depexds the Great Decifion : 
They Conquer, who cat off the Foe's Provifton. 
Let Fools, with Kuocks and Bruifes, keep a porber s 
Our War and Trade is to out-/V it each other.. 
But, hold : Wik not the Politicians tell us, 
That both onr Conduct, and our Forefight, fail as, 
To raife Recruits, and draw new Forces down, 
Thus in the dead Vacation of the Town > 
To mufier up our Rhimes, without our Reafon, 
And forrage for an Audience out of Seafon ? 
Our Author's Fears muft this falfe Step excufe ; 
Tis the Firft Flight of a juft-feather'd Mufe : 
TP Occafion ta’en, when Criticks are away ; 
ffalf Wits and Beaux, thofe rav nous Birds of Prey. 
But, Fleaw'n be praisd, far hence they vent their Wrath, 
Mauling in mild Lampoon th intriguing Bath. 
Thus does our Author bis Firft Flight commence : 
Thus, againft Friends at firft, with Foils we fence : 
Thus prudent Gimcrack try d if he were able 
(Ere he'd wet Foot) to {wim upon a Table. 
Lhen fpare the Youth; or if youl damn the PLAT, 
Let him but firft-have His; then take Tour Day. 
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Pyrrhus, 
Helenus, 
Dion, 


Antigonus, 
Demetrius, 


Ari/teon, 


LEmilius, 
Martius, 


Lanaffa, 
Antigone, 


‘Ptolemy, 


Branmatts 3Berfona. 












King of Epirus. 

Son to Pyrrbus. 

His General. 

King of Macedon, 

Son to Antigonus. 

Son to the late Ty- 
rant of Argos. 

A oman. 

Another Roman. 


VOMEN 


Queen of Fpire. . 
Daughter to the 
King of Macedon. 


The dead Son of 
‘Pyrrbus. 


Ghoft of Alexander the Great: 
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SCENE, Zhe City of Argos befieged by King Pyrrhus: 
the Camp of the Epirotes on the one fide, and that of the 
Macedonians, who came to the Relief of it, on the other. 


Pyrrhus Solus. Zhe Time Night. [Thunder and Lightning. 


Pyrrh. 


#7 F Heaven is wont-to mourn the Death of Princes, 


And Gods above are fenfible of Grief 

& For their Vicegerents here: If Nature-fickens, 
&& And looks with fad Concern, when impious Fate 

Strikes at her Darling Sons ; if Groans of Ghofts, 

That leave their empty Tombs to ftalk on Earth, 

And fcream in open,Air, are juftly call’d 

The Voice of Fate, that of the King of Adacedon, 

Or mine, is near at hand 3 for all the Prodigies, 

And all the Horrors, that fore-run the Funerals 
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2 Pyrrhus King: of Epirus: 
Of dying Heroes have been feen to Night. ) 
Approach my General, why foflowa March? ( Dion extring. 
Why dwells that mournful Cloud upon your Brows ?. 
Why look you more oppreft with Grief than Years, 
Asallthe Anger, and the Frowns .of Heaven, 

And the loud Tumult of a troubled Sky, 
Could bend a Heart made firm with Age, like yours ? 

Dion, No, Royal Sir, not thefe outragious Tempefts, 
Not maffy Bolts reach’d by the brawny Cyclops, 

Hot from the flaming Forge, and driven by Fove. 
Through the fcorch’d Skies, can fhock your Souldier’s Souls. 
But oh! imagine Prince what moft would move you, 
Drive you to Rage, make you.fall out with Fate, 
And rail at Heav’n. 
Pyrrb. Could any thing do this, 
It were the lofs of Battle, a (hameful Overthrow. 
From an inglorious Enemy. 
Dion. You've loft more. 
Much more than this. 

Pyrrb, There.is but one that can be 5 
And if my Queen be fafe, not flain, nor feized 
By thofe that fore’d Her from Her Throne in Epérus,. 

I dare the utmoft Malice of my Deftiny. 

Dion. She’s fafe, and coming on apace to feek you : 
Our outmoit Scouts defcry’d her glitt’ring Chariot, 
Drawn by white Steeds, that ran as f{wift as-Wind 5 
And long before that rifing Sun appear 
With his'full Orb of Light above yon Hill,. 

You'l} fee her in your Tent. 

Pyrrb. Then be ir as it will. 

Thou mightit have told at firft, and not have fear’d: 
It would not overwhelm me. 

Diow. To himthat loves, thelofs of his Belov’d 
Is Mifery enough 5 and tothe Warriour, 

Who feeks in bloody Fields for Fame and Glory, 

An Overthrow is yet a greater [1]: 

But for a Father to lofea Princely Sons 
And fuch a Son as Prolemy, fo like his Father, 

Outweighs all other Ills. | 

Pyrrh. Alas, | thought not 
That Fate would wound me there, 

Dion, Would it had ftruck at any other Life, 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 
Any but yours ; my Breath I hacrefign'’d 
With Joy, and Jaid my Bofom naked for a Javelin. 
Now 4ll the Soldiers hang their drooping Heads, 
Which late they bore aloft; they break their Launces, 
And cry, No more to War, the Prince is gone 
That taught us how to conquer; no more,to Battles, 
Since He who won them for us is no more. 

Pyrrh. \f they grieve thus, fure he was well belov'd, 
And died as did become him. 
Dion. He fell fo brave, 
No Hiftory can produce the like Example, 
And no Tongue dare to fay Pll thew his Equal. 
Pyrrh. Stop not: Say on, my Soldier. 
Dion, Sir, I dare not: 
His Praifes but renew. the fad Remembrance, 
And I would fpare your Sorrow. 
Pyrrh. No, go on, 
I bear it as I fhould do. 
Dion. When joyful Sparta faw your Tents took up. 
And all your Camp remov’d, fhe gave a Shout 

That eccho’d to the Skies ; fierce Prolomy rag’d 
To hear their Boafts, and loyt’ring with fome Troops 
Far feparate from the Body of your Army, 

The Force of Lacedemon {allied on him, 
And yet he fcorn’d to fhun the unequal Combat. 
‘Twas then that he employ’d his utmoft Strength, 
Performing more than Man, none fcap’d unhurt, 
From his {trong Arm: His fingle Sword flew more, 
Than thofe of all the Combatants befides. 
What could he do, by Multitudes opprefs’d ? 
At length he fell, high on a heap of Spartans, 
Whom himfelf kill’d, and {mil’d, and look’d in Death, 
As who fhould fay I conquered. - ’ 
Pyrrh. One thing more, 
Aad then eternal Peace be with Him. Tell me, 
Whe got his Body? 
Dion. His Soldiers all fought round it. 
When word was brought me of the fierce Engagement, 
I gather'd all the Forces next at hand, 
and flew to refcue him; but all too late, 
I only could revenge him, which 1 did; 
For thoufand Spartan Ghofts took flight that day 
B 2 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 






































To wait on his. 
Pyrrh, Why yet.’tis well. 
He was a Soldier, and he died as fuch; 
As fuch he fhail be buried.. See him brought hither,. 
That we may pay him all the Rites he merits 
From a juft King, and an indulgent Father ; 
And fince Revenge and Rage inflame my Breaft, 
I vow to all the Earth, -by all the Gods, 
By all the Furies that are kindled in me,, 
To Night to lay him in his Tomb in Argos. 


Dion goes out , and returns with Soldiers bearing in the Prince, 


Dion. See here, my Lord, behold your hopes lie blafted, 
Your Darling gone, firft-of thy Royal Off-fpring, 
And moft refembling thee. Whom. have we. now, 
When all thy youthful Vigour fhall be fpent, 
Thy Arms grown tir’d with wielding of the Sword ? 
When old Age-fhall encroach, and feize thy Limbs, 
Compelling thee to fit at home in quiet ? 
Who then fhall lead.thy Aravies to the Battel, 
And conquer-in thy Caufe ? Who-then (hall fight: 
As thou haft done without the lofs of Glory, 
That the deluded Foe fhall find no difference 
*Twixt him and Thee? Who'then fhall bring freth Laurels 
To crown the aged Temples of their King ? 
Pyrrb. Ceafe, good old Man, ceafe this unmanly Grief, 
Left I mourn too ; 1, who would brave the Fates, 
And rife beneath the weight ofall their Bolts, 
speak Comfort to me, urge me to Revenge, 
And drive me to the Field: And you, his Soldiers, 
Take up your Prince, and bear himto his Tent, 
Attend his mournful Hearfe with weeping Eyes, 
Till the loud Trumpets fend their Notes to Heaven, 
‘Fillthe Drums beat to Battel, and the biz Voice 
Of Vengeance calls you forth ; then ruth to Arms. 
Learn to forget your Griefs.in heat of Combat : 
Remember not you faw your Leader dead ; 
But fight as if-he conquer’d at your Head. — 
Dion, Shall we go arm our felves, my Lord. 
Pyrrh, We will. 
Fhe early Sun climbs o'er the Hills apace,, 





<r VESETEEDESEEESTEPTEE BUTE IE ESEIEETU RS ODE ETRE RIESE HIE ET DTS oS EP es ee REE ene et ae ee aeae eee 
dco reaper arae cuts SR GE STS OT TTT ea ae 











Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 
His Beams are darted upward to the Heavens ; 
And the firft God that wakes, puts forth his hand 
To draw afide the Curtains of the Skies, z 

And let the day light out. .How many Thoufand 
That rife this dreadful Morn, all gay and healthful, 
Mutt e’er it yet be Noon lie down again, 

And reft forever. Call the Athenian. Min’ftrel, 

I want fome Mufick : Let me have that Song 

Sung at the Royal Banquet, made in Babyloz 

The laft great Feaft of Alexander. 


SON.G 


Ark! the big Drums they beat to Battel 
The Voice of /¥ar is loud as Thunder. 
Hark ! Flow the Clafhing Armours rattle, 
_ And lo! the Squadrons marching yonder. - 


Now, now they meet, the Word is given, 
Lhe Shields are lifted, Swords are drawn + : 
The Shouts of Warriours rend the Heaven, 
And every Chief comes raging on. 


Flundreds fali, and Thoufands yield, 
Blood and Staughter fill the Plain ; 

And Fate Triumphant through the Field, :. 
Coloflus-/ike, Leffrides the Slain. 


The Bufinefs of the World difpatches, 
decided thus in fome few hours, 

Death quickly ends the vanquilh'd Wretches, 
And Laurel crowns the Conquerours. 


Enter an Officer. 


Dion. Is the Queen coming ? And fo near-at hand} 
By Mars the’s welcome, though the firft of the Sex 
That e’er was foto me. My Lord, the Queen 
Is in the Camp, will you not goto meet. her ? 
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‘Pyrrhus King of Epirus: 


Pyrrh, How, my-Queen! Dion, fee, he’s here already. 
Emer the..Queen. 


Oh! Iam the laf in‘Love, as well as Honour. 
Welcome my Love, by thy dear Self, a Welcome, 
Great as the Man that loves like me, can give. 
No Mother, that has mourn’d her long loft Infant, 
Rejoices half fo much to find her Darling, 
Or view the lovely Babe with half the Fondnefs 
Tlook on thee. 
Queen. Anfwer me, Gracious Heaven, 
What God has faved my Pyrrhus yet unhurt, 
Even in the Mouth of Slaughter? What kind Deity, 
With a ftretch’d Arm, held the broad Shield before him, 
Oppos’d to Deftiny, Does he ftill live? 
And do I live to clafp him? 
-Pyrrh. \ livemy Love, 
And fure I fhall not dye now thou art come, 
My better half of Life. 

Queen. But yet I fear, 

Left Heaven at laft grown weary of its Favours, 
Should fullenly withdraw its bounteous hands: 
And Fortune that has wound fo many Victories 
In one round and conftant String, 

Should rafhly in a Pett unravel all, 

Pyrrh, What greater Proof could I defire from Heaven 
Of its continu’d Goodnefs, than thus to fend thee, 
The Omen of my Conqueft ? Sure ill Fate 
Darft never yet affume a thape fo lovely, 
Or put on Looks like thine. 

Queen. Alas, my Lord, 
Methoughts | met it with a dreadful Afpect, 
Late as llay entranc’d, I faw you, Pyrrbus, 
Far different, far unlike what now you are. 
Ithought | faw you ftretch’d upon the Earth, 
All pale, and ghaftly, and your gaping Wounds 
Stillfrefhly bleeding: All the mangled Bodies 
Of your defeated Army, in heaps befide you. 
No more that awful Warriour, whofe Name alone 
Has fhook the vaft Foundations of the Capitol. 
I faw you, oh my Pyrrbus, cold and dead, 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. . 

That lovely Face befmear'd with Blood, thofe Lips : 
Faft clos’d for ever, had not power to.anfwer 
To the loud moan I made you; Oh! my Lord, 
How was I daunted at a fight fo difmal ? 
{almoft died to have dreamt it, and unable 
To bear the horrid Vifion any longer, 
I burft the Chains of my diftracted Sleep. 

Pyrrh. "Twas but a Dream caus’d by your tender Fears, 

Queen. Yet by thofe Fears, 
And by the Love I bear you (and oh! if Heaven 
Loved half fo well, it would be kind'and conftant) 
My bleeding heart begs of you not to fight, 
But inftantly to raife the fatal Siege ; 
For fomething tells me with a dreadful Whifper, . 
Epirus ne’er {hall fee her Monarch more. 


Pyrrb, How art thou alter’d, Love, fince firft [knew thee! © 


Thy Spirit once was Mafculine and Brave; . 
Thy felf wert wont tohelp me to my Arms, 
And bid me haften.to the Glorious Field ; 
And when I talk’d of War, the Tale would pleafe thee 
As muchas that of Love, What now has chang’d thee? © 
Queen. 1 am not us’d to fear 5 yet fomething bodes, 
I knownot how, nor what; and I conjure you: 
By alll have heard you {wear, by all your Sighs, 
By all your Vows, deferr the great decifion; . 
And if | ever had the Power to move you, 
O let me charm you now, or-now or never. 

Pyrrb, Oh! hold my Love, ceafe the unkind requeft, . 
I can deny you nothing; yet I beg 
You would not ask me what { moft not grant. 
You fhou’d confult my Honour more than thus ; - 
When all my tow’ring Thoughts were fix’d on Glory ; : 
W hen all the Languifhings of Love were fled, 
And Aas alone had fill’d, and fwell'd my Breaft, . 
Thus with thy Fears to cool my heated Soul, 
To turn me back from the bright track of War, 
And melt me down again to Woman’s Fondnefs. 

Queen, Then let it mele this obftinate heard heart. 
Thus willl fold thee in my longing Arms, 
Embrace thee thus; thus fhale thou liftento me: - 
Thus, whilftl hang upon my Pyrrbas’s neck, - | 
What loud Alarm of Drums, or what fhrill Trumpet ? 
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Pyrrhus Kg of Epirus. 
What dreadful roar of War fhall charm him from me? 
Pyrr, Why doft thou prefs me thus? Forbear to urge me, 
To drive me on, and force me to deny thee: 
Not fight Lazafja! What Requeft but this 
Could! refufe thee? This I cannot grant. 
Oh what, what would the murmuring Soldiers fay, 
Already rang?d, preparing for the Fight, 
They wait my coming: Should I not hafte to head them, 
How would they ftorm to fee themfelves abandon’d ? 
Queen, Enough, my Lord, 
I have heard enough, and am at laft convine’d 
My Tearsaredry’d, andall my Prayers are ended. | 
No more will 1 pufh back your Coming-Glory, 
Nor ftrive to crop your-growing Wreaths of Lawrel: 
Go then, my Pyrrhus, go, and fight, and profper, 
Lead your impatient Squadrons to the Field, 
Rear all your Standards, Jet your warlike Enfigns = 
Loofe all their golden Streamers to the Winds, 
Rufh to the War, may Conqueft crown your Arms, 
And your triumphant Garlands flourifh ever. 
Pyrrb, It fhall be Battel now, and, by yon Heav’n, 
It feems aufpicious, that my Love has faid it. 
I thank thee for the Conqueft ; and methinks 
Already I behold Astigonus vanquifhed. 
Oh! Hadft not thou, my better Self, been willing, 
Had you not fpoke it, had your Affent been wanting, 
I had not fought with half my ufual Bravery 5 
But now, Whole Pyrrbus pours upon the Foe, 
And fights with Forces not divided now. 
Queen. Yet grant me this, my Lord, my much lov’d Pyrrhas, 
You muft not, ought not todeny me this: 
Swear to me by-your Honour, by your Arms, 
By all the Oaths a Soldier holds as Sacred ; 
Swear fomewhat to enliven your fainting Queen, 
That when the dreadful Tug at Jafi begins, 
When the laft Trutfpets urge you to the Battel, 
And Arms and Heads are lop’d, and fhivering Launces, 
Sharp Spears, and all the Darts of Death fly round you, 
When all your drooping Soldiers fallin Heaps ; 
And the tall Youths that {food but now erect, 
Lye breathlefs on the Plain, {wear then, my Love 
To guard your own dear Life as much as poflible, 
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Pytrhus King of. Epirus. 
To feek no Dangers Prudence bids you fhun, 
And Glory will permit, and not rofh wilful 
Into the Arms of Death. °-Grant me bur this,: 
And half my Fears are vanifh’d. | 
Pyrrh. No more, | grant you this , bat ask no more. 
Retire, my Love, ihear the fhouting Soldiers 
Cry for their Chiet, and my old General yonder 
Is come to call me hence: i go to reap 
The Noble Harvelt of a bloody Field, 
Whoetfe Crop {hall all be thine. | 
Queen. Succefs attend thee, « 
Andaii the mighty Gods of Warand Love | 
Take part with thee, guide, anddireét thy Aris; 
And Heav’s reftore thee tome. ©) 2010» 
Pyrrb. One Embrace, 
Such as the Queen of Beauty gave to AZars, 
When he march’d forth tothe Overthrow of Giants 
Inthe Phlegrean ; and doubt not, Love, 
1 go to Conqueft as affured as his, 
And will return more glorious to thy Arms, 
And bring new Trophies to thee. 
When after drawn in thy triumphant Carr, 
Thy felf the beauteous Goddefs of the War 5 
Whilft Kings fhali:-walk in Fetters by thy fide, 
And even the Conquerot’s Self before thee bleed ; ; 
Whilft all my Wreaths thy lovely: Temples bind, 
Andall the Laurel-Crowns I won are thine, 
Andall by Crowning thee become divine. 
From ev’ry part fhall vanquifh’d Princes come 5 
Thow fhalt pronounce the Royal Captive’s Doom, 
Each Vaffal fhall bow down his fuppliant Knee, 
And all the Earth receive their Laws from thee. 
{ Leads ber out, and returns, 









































Enter Helenus. 


Hel. My Lord, the Enemy 
Have all their Forces ready, and their Trumpets 
Have founded. twice to Battel. 

Pyrrb. Did not ours found 
As often; inanfwer tothem ? 
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Lo - Pyrrhus King. of Epirus... 
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Dion. They did: 
Our Men are all in order too as theirs, 
We only wait for the third Call from them ; Se ain 
Then found on our fide too, and march to meet them, 

Pyrrh, We'll give them the third Call our felves, Trumpets 
Not ftay to take it from:them, Sound all. the Trumpets, 2 found. 
So loud a Blaft, that Heav’n and Earth may hear us. 

What Order is Avtigonns’s Army in? 
Hel. Himfelf at the Head of his Auxiliaries, 
Tie Romans marching foremoft. | 
Pyrrb, Helenus, you have loft a Princely: Brother, 
His Spirit be infufed inthee, hisFires 
Added to thine, with all thy’Force revenge him; 
Fight in his Caufe, as he has done in thine, 
And be a Prolomy to me. 

Dion. Heaven make him like 
In all things, but his end. 

Pyrrb. Hark, we are anfwer’d. 

Now they begin to march. | 

Dion, By Heav’n,. in gallant Order, 

Rome’s Legions, and the Macedonian Phalanx 
Are rang’d in Noble Difcipline. 
Hel, Methinks we move.like Clouds beneath the Sky, 
Driven by the breath of Winds our Fire's conceal’d) 
Until we come fo near to meet, and. ftrike, 
And thenthe Lightning follows. 
Pyrrb. My Blood boils high, 
And all my Sinews ftretch themfelves for War : 

Draw all, and follow with your lifted Sword, 

Strike for the Revenge, let Prolemy bethe Words 

Send loud defiance forth from every Breath, 

And wound as fharply, and as fure as Death. [ Exeunt. 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 


AcrorL 


Enter Antigonus, Demetrius, Arifteon, Martius. 


Antig. I’ Pyrrhus then invincible, and does the Fortune _ 
Of Alexander wholly wait on him ? 

He marches as fecurely on to Battels, 
As others doto Triumphs, and he wins them, 
As fure as if he were a God, exalted 
Above the Chance of War. 

Dem. He is the Darling of it, 
The beft-lov’d Son of Adars 3 our Macedonians 
That once knew how to conquer, fly from him 
As Perfians-_did from them. 

Mart. My two belt Legions 
Are loft entirely, and the reft fo fhatter’d, 
They are not ferviceable. Imperial Rome, 
In the wide Progrefs of her {preading Arms, 
Has never met fuch ftops as now fhe finds, 
When e’r fhe encounters Epirus’s King. 

Antig. All his Succefs is wonderful, himfelf 
Does things prodigious, and beyond belief : 
An Army led by fucha King, fo daring, 
That goes the foremoft on, and fights the firft, 
With his own Sword, opening the way to Victory, 
Muft needs prevail. 

4rift, | fought him in the Battel, 
And found him to my Colt; his fecond Blow 
Struck me to Earth, fo weightily, that | fanfy’d 
All Heav’n was fail‘n upon me. 

Dem, } faw him then, 

When he rode fwiftly through your Argive Troops, 
As fatal as the Lightning, and as faft, 
And diftributing Deaths like Fove himfelf. 

Antig. Now we lie here befieg’d, fhut up is Walls, 
And have not Forces left to take the Field, 
Tis doubtful if thefe Ramparts can withftand him, 
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i2 Pyrrhus, King of Epirus. 


Till PRR fhall arife. 
Ayift, Argos to him 
Will be as Oxydrate to Alexander 5 
Vet Victor as he is, we will refift him, 
And put the War on. the extremeft Proof, 
When he dare try it. 
Dem. That will be to Night's 5 
For | am told he {wore to interr his Son 
In the Goddefs Funo’s Temple. 
Mart, No doubt he'll act Aas y talk 
As boldly as he vows. - © OWN NOOR. GO BS ug 
Antig. Tis almoft certain D YS THISL RE 2 of 
He will aflault us here'this very Night. 
The Trumpet that we fent him is return hg 
Buc Truce 1s only granted till the N ight, 
And that fpeaks fomething. 
Dem. The Gates aré open’d, 
And the glad Argives walk about in Fields) Oo edd 
Where an hour fince it had been Death to tread’s, | eA, 
Already they begin to tafte the breath Ray EN 
Of the refrefhing Peace. nd Dol aA 
Mart. Soldiers on either’ fide, sone 19h Jen 978 yor 
That very lately fought with mortal hatred, ord: 
Now join in friendly Meetings. | | Hol sort 
Arift. Yonder | think, : it, 
Two of anobler Afpeét than the reft, 
Seem to come {trait to us'§- Fknow their Arms, | 
The fame the Prince and Generalbwere in Battely i YG Vint 
Antig. When yoware met, 1 charge you tobe careful " 
How you obferve the Peace 5, let nothing break ity 
No Wards inrage you, and no Rage tranfport ne 
To violate our Truce; but. whenit/ends,! ~ : 
Appear your felves again, refume your'Fury © 
Fiercer thanever; Summon all your Forces! -) 184 07 * 
For one great blow to crown the dreadful ‘Upfhot. 
Prepare th’extremeft Chance of War to.try, Weil ay, 
Refolve to conquer, or refolve to: die. (Exit Antigonus- 
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Enter Helens, Dion: . 
Dem. Much fweeter are the looks of geatle neues 
Than thofe of horrid War. 
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Pyrrhus King of 
Hel, One of them : 

Looks like fome Beauty in her beft attire, 

With all her richeft Ornaments upon her 5 

The other like fome rough and unhewn Warriour, 

Clad in hard Iron. : 


Epirus. 










Mart. Not long fince-it was dangerous for the beft of us 


To meet fo near: We now may join our hands, 
And clafp each others warlike Arms unhurt 3. 
Which was not fo this Morning. 

Dion. And will not be this Night. 









Arift. Short as you pleafe, we are ready to receive you. 


Dem. Till then all Peace, hufh’d as the Sea becalm’d ; . 
For fo fhould we look now: No angry Frown 
On our fmooth Brows, no Fury in our Eyes, 
Nothing of Enemy in us. © 

Hel. By Mars iam pleasd 
That we meet thus. 

Arift. The Conquerors may be pleas’d, «. 
And proud on’t too, and chiefly fuch as take it 
A kind of Triumph to them. 

Dion. We take it not as fuch, 

Although we are the Conquerors. 

Arift, When youve won all, you may. 

Hel. And all is Ours 
To very little. 

Dem. Lefs than that little we have, 

Has oftentimes been known to bring. back all. 
Arift. Argos is ours, a formidable City, 
The Walls are large, and high, and Men within them © 
That dare defend them. | 

Hel. And there are thofe without 
As daring to affault them. 

Dion, And you have prov’d, : 
They are not to be fcorn’d ; this day -is witnefs 
To the great Fall of Thirty thoufand Soldiers 
Of Argos, Rome, and Macedon, and they lie yet 
Unburied in thefe Fields. 

Dem. Heav’n was againit us : 

But the next time Fortune may fmile on our fide, 
And lop a greater number of your Armics 
‘Than we loft from ours. 
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14 “Pyrthus King of Epirus: 

Arift. to Helenus.| And Prince I tell you, 
Whiilt I wear this, and whilft thefe hands can wield if, | 
You fhall not be a Conqu’rour. a ai 

Hel, ?Tis a large Promife 1c 
More than a fingle Sword can e’er perform. “Be 
1 faw yours drawn to day with thoufand others 
As able as it felf; yet through them all 
We found the way to Victory. 

Arift. Yet there is a Quarrel | 
We mutt decide our felves, when not an Eye 
Is by to fee us, nor a hand to hinder, 
There thou fhalt not be Victor; 

Fiel, Name it to me, 
And be affured thou fhalt be met. 

Arist. Antigone. 

Hel. Ha! what of her? 

4rift, She never fhall be yours. 

fel, Who fhall hinder ? 

Arift. 1 will. 

Hel. You cannot, dare not do’t. 

“rift, By Heav'n, I can and dare; nay more I will. 
Think where fhe is, in .frgos, ina Place 
Where [have Pow’r, where thou fhalt never come 5 
And now defpair. 

£iel. Were Argos Walls as high 
As huge Olympus top, their tow’ring Battlements 
Hid in the Clouds, and reaching up to Heav’n, 
A Love like mine would find a fpeedy way 
Fiow to furmount them. 

Arift. | laugh at thee. 

Hel. Thou dareft not, 
Not for thy Life: Oh! Love. 

Arifs. You fee I do. 

f7el, But thou fhalt end it with thy Love and Life, [Both Draw. 
All three deftroy'd at once. { Arift. wounded, 

Dion. Ha, Sirs, in time of Truce, is this like brave Men? 
Help to difarm them. Prince is this the Honour i 
You do your Father’s Name? When he makes Peace, 
Are you the firft to break it ? | 

Hel. Had he been by, 
Or Fove with all his Thunder in his hand, 
I had acted as! did. 
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Dem. Both of the Kings are difobey’d alike 
By both the Princes; but no more of this, 
Sufpend your Fury only till the Night, 
And you may then difcharge it all with Honour 
Each on his Foe, | 
Dion. And I promife, Prince of Argos, 
Belenus fhall not then decline the Combat, 
Although he ought not to purfue it now. 
Hel. By Heav’n V’ll feek theein the mouth of Death, 
On top of all thofe Ramparts, which thou faid’ft 
I ne’er fhou’d climb, and hurl thee down as Sove 
Did Giants from the Skies. : 
Arift. Remember this. 
Hel. \ will, or curfe me Gods ; make me the Scorn 
And Sport of every Coward, if I not feek thee, 
And carefully as Fate, that furely finds : 
In War and Love may I be never bleft, 
And may fhe loath me whom I love the beft. 
[Exeunt: Demetrius, Arifteon.:- 


Manent Helenus, Dion. 


Hel. ’Tis yet fome Comfort that I know my Rival;: . 

Which knownhe dies. ll after him, and end him: 
Too certainly he loves her, and perhaps 
She may love him; fhe may, the is a Woman, 
A Sex that may befalfe: The impious Thoughe - 
Almoft diftraéts me : Vl golearn the Truth. - 
General, farewel. 

Dion. Ha! Whither go you, Prince? 

That is the way to Argos. 

Hel. | goto Argos. 

Dion. What, toa City inan Enemy’s hands? 
Beleagur’d by our Selves,a Hoftile Town 
That wou’d be greedy of fo rich a. Prey, © 
And fure to keep yowPrifoner. Come, by Heay'n, 
You fhall not go. 

Hel. By Heav’n, you fhall not hinder, 

And therefore let me pafs. 

Dion. | barr you thus, 
And will not give you way. : 

Hel. Say not again you will not; - 

For | will have it. 
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16 Pyrrhus King of- Epirus. 
Dion. 1 were mad my felt 
If] gave way to Mad-men. -AaG 
Hel. Old ftubborn Man, as impotent as envious, ~ 
Were not thy Vigour gone, thy Veins gtown dry, 
And every drop of fprightly Blood exhaufted, _ 
And can'ft not meet my Arms with equal Forces, 
I would punifh thee for this. ok 
Dion. Oh! that thou wert not Son to God-like Pyr7bas, 
The Man Ilove of allthe World the beft, | 
And even above it all, and next to Heav’n, 
This aged Arm, and withered as it is, 
- Could I make crufh the Manthat dares to tempt it. 
Hel, Do you know me? 
Dion. Aye, better than you do your felf, 
And love you more. 
Fiel. You feem not to do either. 
Remember I’m Heir to the Epiran Crown: 
Long may my Father wear it ; but when he'dies, 
If! furvive, ‘tis mine, and thou eftecm'd 
No other than a Traytor. 
Dion. Thowrt worfle, 
A Traytor to thy Father, and thy King ; 
And Ruine to thy felf. 
Hel. Yet let me pats. 
Dion. Your Actions have enraged me fo of late, 
That what you do, does not concern me now. 
Go where you pleafe; for I will to the King, 
And tell him all. 
Hel. Tell what thy Malice can, 
Perverfe old Dotard, paft the Years of Manhood. 
Dion, Thy Father {hall know what thou art. Pll tell him 
How you firft broke the Truce; how in the Battel, 
When I had fingled out the King of A4acedon, 
And held my Sword advanc’d above his head 
Ready to ftrike, and put a happy end 
To the Long War, 
You ruth’d betwixt, and ftopp’d my falling Arm, 
And cry’d out, Spare the King. 
Hel. In that 1 did | 
Nothing, but what was due to Royal Bloods 
Kings are too facred, and too dear to Heav'n 
To fall by impious hands. 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 

Dion. You lov’d the Daughter, 
And therefore fav'd the Father. Curs’d Love, 
The bane of gallant Deeds and gallant Men : 
Good Gods! that any one fo form’d for Greatnefs 
As this moft excellent, but unhappy Prince, 
Defign’d by Heav’n for all imperial Dignities, 
Caft in the nobleft Mold, and ftamp’d divine, 
No Faule through all his Frame, the belt of Princes, 
And braveft Soldier, fhould be loft by Love. 
Remember but your Brother Prolemy, 
Your Royal Father wifh’d you were like him, 
And oh! I beg of all the Gods you were. 
Would he do this, would he forfake his Honour, 
And leave a conqu’ring Army fora Woman ! 
O think what pains | took to inftruct your Youth 
Inthe great Trade of War, and how I joy’d 
To fee the noble Art improv’d in you ; 
Then call the old Man, Dotard, paft his Manhood, 
Thank me in Terms like thefe. 

Hel. Forgive me, General, 
Shame and Diftraction feize me both at once. 
I know not what to fay ; alas, I know not 
What I refolv’d to do, you’ve held a Mirror, 
And {hewn me to my felf, andI am foul 
As She I love is fair. 

Dion, Return with me 
Back to our Camp, and all again is well ; 

Where you fhall meet in Triumph all the Chiefs 
Shining in Golden Arms, the Prancing Steeds 
Bearing with Pride their Riders on their Backs, 
And neighing to the found of Warlike Trumpets, 
Whilft all the joyful Soldiers loudly anfwer 

In Songs of fo Pean, . 

Fel, How little thall I thare the general Joy, 
That have the Foe within me. Do but view me, 
And think that when a Conqueror grieves as I do, 
Even whilft his Arms are on him, and his Sword 
Still ftain’d with Blood, nothing but Love cou’d caufe it. 

Dion, \ feeit plain you love her too, too well ; 

But Glory us’d to be the charming Miftrefs, 
And moft admir’d by Princes; flight not that 
For any other Idol. 
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28 Pyrrhus Ag of Epirus. 
_ el. Heav’n can witnefs, 
That tho’ I love her more, far more than Life, 
Yet I love Honour better than them both. 
Dion. Why did youthen go to throw that away, 
Even when you were not certain of the other, 
And rafhly run co Dangers which had coft yon 
Your Life and all? 
Hel, O:do-not prefs me thus ; 
My guilty Soul wou'd lofethe black Remembrance, 
But you take care to keep it ftiil alive. 
Diou. No, it fhall die for me; and fince! fee you 
So fenfible of Honour, fo nice of that, 
In heighth of Love [ will my felf inftrucét you 
To farther your Defigns. 
Fel, Oh tell me how, 
My good General, tell me, and your Prince 
Shall blefs thofe aged lips that gave the Counfel, 
Dion, See her no more. 
Hel. Again you dath me , 
Down from the top of my alpiring hopes 
into the loweft Valley of Defpair. 
Dion, Nay, hear me out 5 not fee her till the Night : 
To Night,. when your great Father bids us arm, 
And march to mount yon Wallss then you {hall go 
The foremoft on, to Seize your lovely Prize, 
Revenge your Brother, and receive Aatigone. 
Hel, Oh! you have fired me; by the Gods, I with 
The Night already come: Fall down thou Sun 
From Heav'ns high Battlements, toSeas beneath; 
And the kind Heav’ns draw-all yoor darkeft Curtains. 
Around your fhining Orbs, and fhut in day ; 
For | will do fuch moft amazing Deeds, 
- As are not fitfor your bright eyes-to view. 
Yon Argos {hall be levell’d in the Duft, 
Flames in her Tow’rs, and Murder in her Streets, 
Death inall forms, and horrid in them all; 
Ouly my Love be free, in general Ruine, 
Whom I will bear fafechrough th’wondring Flames, 
Whilft the fcorch’d Demons of the Air thall beg 
For fuch a Champion to relieve themfelves. 
Dion, Prince, | dare truft you farther yet than this; 
1 know you truly noble; only fwear, 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 
That if I let you go to her you love, 
As you may do difguis’d in time of Truce, 
Swear to return when the firft Trumpets call, 
And the Alarm is heard; not-lofe your Part 
In the great Action, fwear by fomething facred, 
And you have leave to go. 
Hel. By all that’s facred, 
By her I love, 1 fwear 1 will return, 
Though from the clafping Arms of her I love. 
Dion. Remember only this, and then farewel : 
Behold yon Ramparts higher than the reft ; 
Tis there your Father ftorms, be fure be there. 
Hel. Doubt not I will, only till then adieu. 
I go with none but lambent Fires to love ; 
But will return with burning heat to Battel, 
And all my rifing Spirits turn’d for Glory. 
Glory and Love ufurp my ravifh’d Soul, 
They have my heart, and they poffefs i¢ whole. T Exit. 
Dion. 1 let him go, and yet Heav’n knows how loth; 
But had | not, his noble Heart had broke. 
He is brave, and worthy of his Royal Birth ; 
And were it not for Love, the moft accompliffrd, 
And neareft to a God, of any Mortal, 
Penurious Heav’n, and ye fo timorous Deities, 
That dare not fuffer this one gallant Youth 
To be completely perfect, left he craw 
Your Adoration from you; no, you dare not 
Grant your Affent, that ought of Humane Race 
Shou’d ev’ry ways be happy 5 then alas 
He were too like your felves ; What other blemifh, 
But that of Love has tainted him? Woman, Woman, 
Whence comes your Empire over us? Whence the Powet 
That chains us all your Slaves? Sure we at firft 
Were meant the Mafters; but by fome ftrange turn, 
Some moft prodigious Whirl of unfix’d Fate, 
The fubtil Sex has chang’d the Laws of Heav’n. 
Heav’n, when it made them, meant them to obey, 
Defign’d them Slaves, who now have jearnt to fway: 
To them the Hero’s of the Earth fall down, 
Pleas’d when they fmile, but dying if they frown: 
To them we offer up our frequent Prayers ; 
They move above our Headsin higher Spheres, é 
And the large Rule ef all the World is theirs. 
D 2 
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Pyrthus King of Epirus. 
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Enter Arifteon with Antigone. 


Arift. W Hat Pleafure could a tender Soul like yours 
Receive from looking on the difmal Objects 
Thole Fields afford? 

Antig. That wretched one of Pity: 

“rift. Showd 1 have thar’d your Pity, lovely Princefs, 
Had | Jain there high on the fatal heap, 
Th’upmoft of th’Dead ? 

Antig. No doubt you fhou’d: 

i mourn for ev’ry gallant Man that falls 
Serving his King and Country. 
rift, How much more fhou’d you mourn me? 
I, who ferve none but you ; 
I, who am fubject to no King nor Country, 
Whom no Ambition, no Defire of Glory, 
Drives to the Field, no Luft of Sovereign Power, 
But only your Defence has drawn my Sword. 
Oh ! give me now the Pity that I beg, 
Now while [ live, co fave me from the Death 
You fay you'd mourn. 
Antig. | do not fee you need it ; 
You have my Father’s Thanks, the Army’s. Praife 5. 
That might fuffice a Soldier. 
Arift. Oh! Antigone, 
There is another Name would. make me prouder, 
Than Soldier, Chief, or Conqueror. 
Antig. The laft of thofe 
Might have been fpar’d; for you maintain it jl]. 
4rift, No wonder that the Victory was not ours, 
Since you, nor wilh it were, nor pray’d it fhould be, 
Bow fhould our Arms prevail ? : 
Antig. How dare you to tax me 
With that Impiety? I with’d the War 
Were atan end; I with’d as did become me. 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 

Arift, Oh! Madam, if! durft explain your meaning, 
Which of the Armies was your chief Concern, 
And which you offer’d up your Prayers for moft? 
It fhould be that you withthe King of Epirus 
A Gonqu’ror here in Argos, o’er your Father, 
Rather than that his Son, the lov’d Helexus,. 
Shou'd fall on Argive Swords. . 

Antig. Left you interpret 
My Thoughts with fo much boldnefs any longer, 
And to confound you more than doubt can do, 
Learn the moft fecret Wifhes of my Soul ; 
I pray ’d my Father might return in fafety 
From all the Dangers of the bloody Field : 
Heav’n heard me; and it fent th’Prince you nam’d, 
When he ftood moft in need of fuch an Aid, 
To fave him from the then defcending Sword. 
My Pray’rs were next for fafety of th’Prince, | 
Who fav’d my Father: You might had the fame - 
For the fame Action; but your Arms wera, #zy"c 
At too great diftance to have brought getah. 

Arift. Curfe on my Stars, that give giy Rival all, 
All the Occafions to be brave and noble, | 
And will allow me none. 

Antig. Acknowledge rather - ‘3 
The Stars are equally the Friends of both: - « 
Tis only he takes care to feizeon all, 
While you with heedlefs Eyes let all pafs by. 


Arift, Yet this fame Prince, whofe Canfe you plead fo well, 


Your Father does efteem.his mortal Foe, 
And-will purfue his hated Life as fuch.: 


Antig. Now you've charg’d him with that foul Ingratitude, 


As you did me before, with want of Piety: 
Be judge your felf, whether the Prince. of Epirus, : 
Or you are moft our Enemy. © 

Arift, This Night will fhow’t. 
My Orders are to guard the Palace-Gates, - 
Where you are lodg’ds; and be affur’d Pll die» 
In your Defence rather than yield you up; 
And will your Prince’s Proofs of Love be fuch ? 
When you thall fee him breathing bold defiance, 
March his Epivan Army to your Doors, 
Slaught’ring your Subjects in your very fight,: 
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22 Pyrshas King of Epirus: 
And fcatter Fires. about the flaming City, 
Nor {pare the gilded Roofs that cover you, 
Ant. 1f 1 mul lofe my liberty at night 
To be your Prifoner, leave it me till then; 
Yet thus much I may cell before I go, 
Vil make my Duty, and my Love agree, 
As much at variance as they feem to be: 
Alli fhall pray for in the fatal Strife, 
Shall be my Father’s and my Prince’s Life: 
To you, immortal Gods, the reft I truft, . | = 
You beft know how to att, and will be juft. Exit 






























Enter Helenus. 


Hel, Thus far Uhave pafs'd unknown by all their Guards ; 
But Love, that adds more tharpnels to the fight 
Has made the Prince of -4rgos find me out. 
1 fee he knows me, and it is as vain 
As bafe to fly. 
Arifé. Hal wou'd you fhun me, Prince? 
Think not, that this Difguife can keep you hid 
From piercing Eyes like mine. 
fZel. | wou’d not have it. 
Next to th’'meeting thofe | came to feek, 
Pm glad to meet with thee : Make no Enquiries ; 
For whatfoever was my Errand hither, 
This is my BufinefS now. 
rift. So forward, Sir? 
You know -not that you are within th'Walls, 
Where at my Call, mySlaves cou’d come, and cruth-you, 
Without my trouble to untheath my Sword. 
2icl. 1 know it, and that drives me forward yet 
To end with thee, e’er thy bafe odds arrive, 
And puth this Ghoft before me down the Shades. Fight. 
Arift. (Wounded) The-firft, the fecond time difarm’d - 
Gods: ye are kind, do but take Life and ail, 
And then !?1} thank yeu. 
Hel. They have fpar’d you that, 
And I reftore you this, 
4rist. | {corn to take its 
i {corn to owe my Life, or Arms to thee. 
Hcl, You thali not.need,, for | firft ow'd you mine; 


{ Draws. 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 
I do but pay the Debt. 

Arift, Inftru&t me, Sir, 

Hel. When you refolv’d to fight me hand to hand, 
And drew not in your Multitudes upon me, 
Then { was made your Debtor. 


Arift. What! then you thought your felf fecure from harm 


In fingle Combat with me, proud Triumpher? 
Hel. No, but! knew you cou'd fecurely vanquilh, 
By calling in your Guards. 
Arift. And cow dit thou think 
So meanly of me, that! wou'd ufe their aid? 
Hel. 1 ftill expected what thou did’ft; and what, 
Had I met thee within my Father’s Camp, 
I too had done. 
Arif. Now Pm loft indeed : 
Whilft 1 found Rage and Fury like my own, 
Icou’d ftorm on; but Kindnefs melts me down. 
Give me thine hand, ard tell me, gen’rous Prince, 
Your noble Carriage forces me to ask you, 
Say, is it poflible we can be Friends? 
Hel. Not whilft we love, and hardly whilft we live. 
Glory and Love makes us eternal Foes 5 
Which fhould we ftrive to meet, like raging Seas, 
Wou'd ruth between our Fold, and throw us far afunder. 
Arif. What fhall we do ? 
Hel. Why? One of us muft die 
To make the other happy. 
Arift. Onthofe Terms then, 
Itake my forfeit Sword; We'll meet to Night, 
Refolve to end our difference in cur Death ; 
And left the Darknefs fhou’d not make diftinétions, 
Antigone be th’ Word, and this th Place, 


Hel. That charming Name fhall draw me to th’'Combat,’ 


Ev’n from the Rere of all my hindmoft Troops ; 
The very mention of ir wings me to thee, 
Swift as it flies to me. 

Arist. You will-not fail. 

Hel. \willnot, tho’ my Father fhou’d deferr » 
His purpos’d Storm ; tho’ I were fure | mov'd: 
To certain Ruine, and a thoufand Prodigies 
Foretold my Fall, tho’ all th’Skies forewarn’d me, 
Heav’n flam’d above, andthe Earth yawn’d beneath, 













































RANT ERTET 
tot etersietatots Bes 















































24 Pyrthus King of Epirus: 
bil on to win. my Love, or meet my Death. 
Arift, Stay, generous Prince, I owe a mighty Sum, 
And have a Soul that fcorns to be ungratefyl : 
Oh! what, what Reparation can I make? 
Hel. That of your Sword to Night. 
Arif. That heaps on more, 
And plunges deeper in th’defperate Debt. 
1 owe e’en that to you, norcan | turn 
The fatal Point againft the Prince that gave it 5 
‘Yet there isa way, buta dear coftly way, 
At a large over-rate, to pay back all. 
May I not guefs your Bufinefs was to .irgos . 
To fee the Princefs ? 
f7el, } mult confefs it was, sid eee 
4Arift, Down, {welling heart ; Oh! Heav'n,I wou'd do fomething, 
But that my itruggling Soul rebells within me: 
‘Tt fhall, ict thal! have-vent ; Go fee the Princefs, 
She only waits till the fees me withdrawn, 
‘To fly into your Arms 3 but then remember 
Your gallant Ufage is repay’d with Int’reft. 
And we may-fight again with boundlefs hatred, 
I grudge the Ranfome, that I give for Life, 
Bat go, e’er! repent, and beg to die. 
Go now, the great, unwilling Grant is paft ; 
And, oh ! believe let you look your laft. 
Re-enter Helenus with Antigone. 
Hel. Oh! my Antigone, after: fix Year's Abfence ; 
A tedious Age in the Records of Time, 
But vaftly longer in Accounts of Love. 
What thall I fay, to tell thee that my Soul 
ts full with Joy, how hall [ pour it forth 
fn Thanks te Heav’n, that in one happy Moment 
Flas recompenc'd an Age of Torments paft ? 
To fee thee ftill the fame, no Beauty faded:. 
To fee this matchlefs Truth, tofee thee mine, 
is all the Gods con’d grant, orl cou’d ask. 
Anig. Nor are my Joys and Tranfports lefs than yours. 
| give an equal (hare of Thanks to Heav'n, 
And equal Love tothee; but oh! my Lord, : 
{ can’t {ee you in-an Enemy’s Town, 
(Such ! muft chink them, who are fo to you) 
Without a great allay of Grief and Fear. 


PExennt. 
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Pyrthus King of Epirus. 


Gel, The Gods have yet preferv’d us from our Youth; 
Should we miftruft them now, by that we break 
The League our felves, and fall out firft with Heaven. 
No, Love's the Powers above ‘are Juft and Kind, 
And when they mould, fuch heavenly forms as yours, 
They grow our Rivals in their Beautcous work, 
And place ‘the Carefull’ft Genius for your guard. 
Ant. \ fear not for my felf, for you I fear, 
Expofed to all the horrid rage of War, 
In Bloody Fields, the Shaft that reaches you, 
Brings Death to both, for it would wound me too. 
Hel, Vanifh fuch Thoughts, and let the little time 
That Heav’n allows, be wholly fpent in Love’: 
Speak then, but {peak the tend’reft things you cat, 
Such as did firft exprefs our Infant Pailions, 
When I Return’d from our laft Wars in ALacedon, 
Laden with Spoils, and you my Richeft Prize, 
Were mademy Prifoner, in my Father’s Court. 
Ant, Oh! would this War, had fuch an End as that, 
And I again your Captive. 
Hel. You had the Name, 
And oh! the Name of Captive was too much, 
Too much for youto bear, but ftill, my Love, 
> Twas I that drag’d the Chains, and drag them ftil. 
Ant. That happy time firft Joyn’d our youthful hearts, 
And oh! may none divide them. 
Hel. Notime, Antigone, 
No date of Years {hall make our Flames expire, 
But Every one that lengthens out our lives, 
Shall add unto our loves. tet Soe 
Ant, Hear heav’a, and Judge usthen, the happy?ft Pair 
Your hands have made; and.ch ! if] prove falfe, 
Falfe to the Prince to whom I give my Soul, 
And Life, and Love; may that detefted Name 
I fcornto mention, brand me whil’ft Ilive. 
Hel. Oh! hear metoo, and let our Vows afcend 
Together to your Skies, and fome good God 
Enroll them there, if ever I forget thee, 
If Inegleétto pay that awful Love, 
I only Swear to thee, or ever look 4 
With the leaft withing glance, on other Beauties, 
May Fortune, in my Battles, Chars like me; 



































































26 Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 


May Fame fly from me, and I fly from Fame; 
May all my Laurels wither on my brows, 
And Cowards {natch them thence. 
Ant, Methinks, at two fuch Paflions Heav’n fhould fmile, - 
The Jocund Orbs roul on in better Order, ; 
The Earth be wrapt in quiet, War fhould Ceafe, 
And Golden Peace be Profp’rous. 
Hel. Oh! goon, 
Speak yet a little more, alittle longer, 
For by the Gods, that liften to our talk, 
? Tis Heav’n to me to hear you, not the Tongues 
Of Deities plead fo well, my Heart leaps up, 
And pants at all you utter, each pointed Syllable, 
From thofe dear lovely Lips, runs to my Soul, 
And Circles in my Blood. 
Ant, Remember, Love, 
What golden days we at Eptrus paft, 
When every Rouling day brought new Delights, . 
Sometimes we trod the Mazes of the Woods, 
And fometimes ftretch’d beneath a fpreading Shade, . 
We lay, and liften’d to each others talk. 
Sometimes we heard the Hunefman’s diftant Voice, 
And inone Chariot both purfu’d the Chace ; 
And fometimes failing in a gilded Barge, 
We faw the pleafing Wonders of the deep. 
Ambitious Waves, that {trove to climb the Rocks 
That bound them in, and roar’d to be repuls’d, 
And Monfters mounted on the back of Waves, 
When with full Sails, returning to the Court, . 
You'd point me out, the then defeending Sun, 
Scatt’ring his beams about him, as hefinks, 
And gilding Heav’n above, and Seas beneath - 
With paint, no mortal Pencil can exprefs, 
And ftili our Talk was Love. 
Hel. Remember too, how J alarm’d your Soul, 
When I began the harth difcourfe of War 5 
The hazards that my Youth has yet efcap’d, 
With all my earlicft Combats in the Field, 
Here was my firft appearance in m; Arms, 
Here my firft A€tions, fuch my firft Command, 
- Here wounded, and difmounted from my Horfe, , 
My Father timely ref{cu’d me from Death, 
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Pyhus King of Epirus. 


Thefi would you Clafpme in your fearful Arms, 
And ftart at every mentionof my Danger, — 
And beg, with trembling Lips, to end my Story. 
Ant. Stop, ftop it now, for all my fears return, 
At the fad thought of what ts yettocome, _ ; 
The gath’ring Clouds urge on approaching Night, 
Which falls with baleful influence o’er the Earth, 
It labours with the Birth its Womb contains, 
Which foon muft be difclos’d : methinks I fee it, 
Soldiers, and Chiefs, all mingled inthe War, _ 
A Thoufand Deaths among them, and you, my Prince, 
In the thick prefs, amidita Thoufand Dangers. 
Gods ! Gods! preferve my too, too venturous Love. 
Hel. *Tisdone, they cannot hear you beg in vain, 
Thou fhalt behold me come with Conqueft back, 
Crowns in my gift, to place upon thy Head, 
And Kingdoms to difpofe of at your Feet. 
Ant. \takethe happy Omen from your felf, 
Your fprightly looks, your dauntlefs mein, and gefture, 
Your Every Action fpeaks.a fure Suceefs, 
Yet, Oh! let me remember Duty ftill 
In al] the hotteft fury of the Fight, 
Even then, when mercilefs Death makes no diftin&ions, 
My Father, and my Brother, be your Care, 
As you are Heav’ns, and mine. 
Hel. They die that dare 
Once offer at their lives ; fhould Pyrrhus {elf 
Engage them in the Fight, 1’d ftop his Sword, 
And feize his thund’ring Arm. 
Ant. Good Heav’n defend them, 
And Chiefly you, for oh ! thy Death, my Love. 
Hel, Again that fear ? 
Ant. Forgive me for ‘tis paft, 
And yet it makes me weep, to think we’re mortal, 
That the Cold hand of Death, at laft mnft come, 
That two, who love as we do, fhould be fore’d 
Ever to part, the Rent will be like that 
Of Soul and Body. 
Hel, Fate is yet far off, 
It feems aloof, as on fome diftant Coaft, 
And all the Darts it hurls, are {wallow d up 
In the wide Seas that roul betwixt us, 
E 2 


PS STE SER ae ics ore 
BSS su civha tc He sng tat ae CTT Ce TO 
t Sis ies coins Msoet creer et tee eneerE sae Sear or see 


HEH 


£ 















































ih 


UPS CUT aneri nt te yi rtrer eer Sse 








Senne 


serceespesetststy 


SEPT PTET Lal t sensi escbanbibeapercagtelelclerenaistriscsts tot epetiser eitieisieiegiereiegeserctpioss 





eae TESST SPER TNSEETE TRUSTEE EN LE 
panini nnRTa Rena RS RT ESS ast BUR RTS 





38 Pyrrhus King of Epirws. 
We may enjoy whole Ages in our Loves 

Pre it can reach us here, but when at laft, 

Our death, that neceflary Ill, will happen,. 

We'll take our flight together. | 

When thou by pleafant Journeys fhalt arrive - 
To thofe ble& Seats, where all the happy live, 
Whilft all the fhining Hoft of Heaven make room; .. 
Waitat their Azure gates, cil thou fhalt Come. 

Then fhall fome God, the Chiefeft, moft Divine, 
And moft Imperial of the Heavenly Line, . 
Receive theein his Arms, and Jead thee in, . 

Whilft ail the Joyful Powers, no longer poor, 

Smile at their Wealth, proud of their new. got Store, : 
And never were fo vaftly rich before. . 



























CExeunt:. 





Enter. Pyrrhus avd Dion. 


(Dhbunder-and Lightning; 
lal I E' Day is fied, and difmal Night .defcends,. 
| Cafting her Sable Arms around the World, . 
And folding all. withincher deadly Grafp, 
Ghofts are abroad, the Monuments:are emptied, . 
And Heroes, that have flept tillnow, have left 
Their, quiet Tombs, and once-more walk.theEarth.. 
Dion. All thisis Strange, yet allis..as.it ought to be. 
Methinks, when two fuch Rival Armies meet, . 
As Maeedons, and ours, the high Concern - 
Of Heav’n fhould be no lefs: methinks the Clouds 
Should melt. and rain down Blood,: andGods fhould mourn: 
In all the Pomp of Grief, their flaughter’d Sons. 
Pyrrk.. And yet,:my General, all this rack of Meaven,:. 
Thofe burning Orbs,. and.the loud Peals of Thunder, 
Thofe ftarting Stars, and yonder falling Meteors, . 
Are Common things to.us,. the ufual huddle 
Of: Jarring. Elements: but how,my General,” ... » 
How.do the Souldiers bear them,? : 


AUTRE ete eis tH 
et tipescrey Hea leas 
i ENS pith 


aie Heteie 





































Pyrrhus King of Epirus. - 


Dion. They rear themfelves from Earth> _ 
Streight as the Spears, and brave as youcan with’; 
All put their Gayntlets of, and grafp their Armour, 
All Eager for the Onfet. - P 
Pyrrb. There’s Life inthis. 
Go, and prepare them for the Noble grapple, 
And I will March them-on. — [ ExttePion. 
Ye Gods? I pay Juft Reverence to your Altars 5 
Lbow with awfull Worfhip to Your fhrines, . 
And moré fubmiffion than my flaves fhow me,. 
But when fome Infant Power, fome puny Deity, 
Some Ape of Jove, that’s fond of making mifchiof, 
Afferts your Empire, and your Rule of heav’n, 
And with weak hands tofles your fires about, . 
Forgive me, if 1 cannot:ftoop to Fear, 
But, fpite of Prodigtes, purfue the War. . 


The.Ghoft. of Alexander the Great Rifes before him all in Armour. 


[ Thandev and Lightning. 
Ghoft, Well does this Noble Confidence become you, 
And Oh ! it glads the Soul of the dead Alexander, 
To fee you thus, behold: you thus unmov'd,: 
Even when the Powers above are at a lofs.. 
Which way to turn themfelves. . 
Pyrrb. Hal Alexanders. 
Thou fhould’it be He, and:yet how Chane’d, how alter’d « 
From what thou wert alive? Oh! for what Caufe 
Ha ft thou foriook the Manfions where thy Spirit. 
Had room to extend it felf, and rove at large, . 
While we walk here; Encomber’d-with:a Body, 
That holds our Souls from mounting to the Skyes,’ 
And barrs all Converfe with our Kindred Gods ? 
Ghojt. My Love and Care for thee, the braveft Prince, .. 
I Left to thare my Conguefts on this Earths » 
Has drawn me hither, to impart the News - 
Of warm Debates betwixt the Courts above, . 
And thofe beneath, the Realms of fove and Fate, .. 
Yo tell thee, tho thou yet-drawft vital Air, 
Canft from thy Teng behold the:Marthal’d Squadrons,” 
And tead the Warljke.Phakenx to! the Field, | 
Muft fhortly leave all this,iand be at laft, . 
Jut-fuch as 1 am. Pytrh. 


















































30 Pyrrhus King of Epirus. © 


Pyrrh. 1 {ee you full of fate, your Eyes confefs si 
Yet I Conjure you to deliver-all; 
For I Dare here the Utmoft: Speak, Oh. Speak, 
Tell me what means this anger of the heav’ns, 
Why did the Eve defcend fo difmal dark? 
Why not one Star, to glimmer through the Skyes ? 
Why falls thofe Clouds fo thick ? Why fits the Night 
So heavy on the brows of bended: Mountains ? | 
Ghoft. 1 lookt within the Records of the Fates, 
Where the appointed Lives, and Deaths of Heroes, 
Are written down by an Unerring hand. 
I turn’d to yours, and found it full of Glory : 
Still as I fearch’d the farther, every Page 
Stil] pointed to New Conquefts; here was Mark’d 
Your Victory over Rome, and here again 
Another follow’d, {till the Voluminous Leaves 
Contain’d no mention, but of your Succefs : 
Here Sicily is fubdu'd, here Greece is Conquer’d, 
Here -Argos Storm’d and Won, but after that. 
The fatal Hiftory ended moft abruptly. 
Here Pyrrhus Dies. 
Pyrrb, What time or date prefix’d ? 
Ghoft. No Certain one was Fix’d, asI could learn, 
But at a Council lately held beneath, 
Although the grand Refult was hid from me, 
One of the Sifters, that had more of honour, 
More refolute Fate, and a more fettled fury, 
In the {tern looks, "than any of the Reft, 
Was heard ty Cry, where Daring Pyrrbus {pies 
A Bull and Wolf, in Combat there he dies. 
Pyrrb, How fhallI fhun the Omen! rather fay, 
How Can I meet it? Beafts diftiné& in Nature. 
A Bull, and Wolfe, how they fhould come to fight, 
That never herd together ? perfect Riddles, 
Which Fate that makes them only can unfold. 
[ll wait till that explains them. 
Ghoft, Let them unravel their own webb themfelvde. 
Which they Spin out into as many tangles 
As Gordins ty’d his Knot. Cut, cut them through, 
The Sword alonecan do it. Dare all that’s pofible, 4 
And may be Heaven may. yield, and Fate be aw’d. 
Pyrrb, Vain is the talk of Deftiny and.Fate, © ‘ 
Inge 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 31 
Since every Gallant man may make his own, 
Ll fall their Envy, if they Doom my fall, 
Heav’n fhall receive me, You fhall point me out, 
Faint with my Wounds, and fpotting as I pafs 
The Milkey way all Red with ftreaks of Blood, 
To Demi-gods that ftand around, and tell them, 
This was a worthy Succeflor of Alexander, 
Worthy the Son of Ammon. 

Ghoft. Oh! Only like my felf, I fwear I will, 
[ll meet you on the Utmoft verge of heav’n, 
Reaching a hand to lift you to the Skies, 

And plant you next my Father and my Self. 

Pyrrb, Sound all the Trumpets there, to Arms, to Arms, 

Mix your loud Clangors, with thofe peals from heav’n, 

Beat the big Drum, {peak Every Voice of War, 

I long methinks to mingle with the Gods. 

Ghoft. It is now paft midnight, and I dare not ftay, 

The meagre Troops of Ghofts are all Returning, 

And wait me to conduct their wandring fteps ; 

Go to the Battel, Doubt not your Succefs, 

You cannot be o’ercome, who cannot fear :- 

Hf you furvive, you Reign a Monarch ftill, 

And if you fall, it’s but to mount a God.. 

Pyrrb. Am 1a Coward ? fure! do not fear, 

And yet I feel what I ne’er felt before, 

If this be fear, Death, and the worft of Iils, 

Are Eafier to be born. Hence from my heart. 
Intruder, hence ; gochoofe fome other Soul, ° 
Where you may Tyrannize without controui: 

Of mine you cannot, fhall not ftand pofleft, 
Yet'you may boaft, that once you touch’d my breaft. 


Enter JEmylius. Dion. ~ 


eAimyl. 1 Come to ask that Convoy from Your Majefty, 
Which ufually is given to attend on fuch 
As are Employ’d on Embaflies. 

Pyrrh. Welcome moft Noble Roman to my Arms, 
More welcom if you'd ftay. 

eEmyl. I dare not, Sir. 

Pyrrb. \ hope you have thought on it better. 


efémyl, Sir, I have not. 
i never 


L Ghoft inky.: : 
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32 _ Pyrrhus Kiag of Epirus. 
I never Entertain’d one thought of Falfhood. 
Pyrrb. Then you refufe my Friendhi Pe 
e/Emyl. No I beg it, 

As I would beg Blefling from the Gods, 
If I could make you firft the friend of Rome, 
Then you might make me yours ; till then. in Vain 
Are all the Royal Offers that yeu made 
To heap Preferments on me in your C ourt, 
Togive me the Comnti&d of all your Armies, 
The Gallanteft indeed, I e’er beheld, 
Excepting Rome’s, | heard you with the Attention 
Dgeto a King, but did no more than hear; 
It went not to my Souls, in vain you. fent 
Thofe Prefents of Ineftimable Value, 
That yet remain untouch’d. Iam but Poor, 
Ihave no Wealth, and yet I would have none, 
I would not bea Traytor to be Rich, 
Or infamonfly great.. My only treafure 
Lies in my truth; and if that once were loft, 
What has e#imylins left, to make him worthy 
To be a Son of Rome, or Friend of Pyrrhus ? 
Pyrrh. This matchlefs faith makes me but prize YO more, 
Since your fidelity to Rome is fach, 
Who aéts as if fhe knew not how to value it 
What would it be to me, who know the worth 
Of Conftancy like thine? 
eAimyl, Sufpect me rather 
If once I forfeited my faith to Rome, 
When any new Occafion fhould prefent, 
I might be falfe to you. I love you, Sir, 
AsJ love all brave men, and you of all 
The very braveft; 1 have feen you fight, 
Where other Gallant Cheifs have ftood at diftance, 
As if there Bufinefs were to took on you; 
And they had no employment in the Field. 
I have feen you break the battle of the Romans, 
And pierce refiftlefs through thofe Marfhal’d ranks, 
Where never any Enter’d, till your felf; 
Succelfs ftill hung upon your Conqu’ring ; Sword, 
And Fate defcended with it, where it fell. 
[have envy’d, and admir’d you, both at once, 
And as my Eyes ftill followed you in Fight, 
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Pyrthus King of Epirus. — 33 


Fix’d on the Wondrous Adtions you perform’c, 
1 have often wifh’d my felf Epiran born, 
But oftner youa Roman. 
Blufh not to htar thefe Praifes from a mouth, 
That wou’d not givethem. if they were not due, 
For Flattery is a thing as bafeas Treaion. 
Dion. Goon, moft noble’Roman, all is truth, 
And, by the Gods, | thank you that you fpeak it. 
He would not fuffer me to praife him thus. 
eam, ?Twas there, my Lord, therein the Bloody Field, 
Your Godlike Prowefs won an Enemies Soul, 
That Treafures cannot tempt, nor Power betray, 
But open’d to receive the‘love of Vertue, 
And give it full Pofleffion, I tell you nothing, 
But what have dared to tell the Roman Senate, 
As they have fate aflembled in the Capitol, 
I beg you, Royal Sir, to feek no more : 
Be fatisfi?d, I have a Juft Efteem, - 
For fuch tranfcendent worth as dwells in you. 
Oh! feek not to Corrupta poor old Man: 
My Honefty is all the Wealth I have, 
But that’s my own, not fubject to the Chance 
That waits on other Fortunes; that alone 
I can Call Mine ; thatlies within my Power. 
Should all the Princes of the Earth confpire, 
I may, and will, preferve my Faith intire. 
Pyrrb, Say, have I many Enemies like you ? 
cm. If allthe World, Dread Sir, were fuch as I am, 
You would not have an Enemy; if you mean, 
Whether the numerous Sons of Rome are fuch, 
They are, my Lord, braver by far than me, 
And all | hope as faithful. 
Pyrrb, Then their Conqueft 
Wiil be an Enterprize beyond my Powers, 
Impoffible for humane Arms to Atchieve. 
em. Believe me, it will beno bloodlefs Victory, 
When ever it is obtained. 
Pyrrh. Though it feems dangerous F 
To Arma foe, fo terrible as you , 
Yet |? havea Prefent.to beftow upon you, 
Which you may take without a Breach of Faith : 
Receive this Sword, it has been u’sd to Conquer, 
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34 Pyrrhus King of Epirus,. 
And [ dare Promife, it will hold its Vertue. 
In Roman hands. 3 | 
efi, I take it on my Knees, 
As given by the dreadful God of War -: 
Fear not, its Vertnes hail. be kept Entire, 
Unlefs it grows ungrateful tots Lord, ) 
And turns againft the Godlike Princethatgaveit, . 
Where every Sword muftfaiJ, oniiccdry 
Pyrrh, Preparea Convoy, . 
To wait the good «Hmylizs-to the Confines. 
See all the great Battalions rang?d in: Order, 
To Shout his farewel, asthe pallés by... 
Once more, my gallant Warriour, to.my Soul, 




































Where thy Idea deeply is-inyprefs’d, 

Farewel with all the Friendfhip.and Efteem, - 

That mutually fhould dwell in Noble Minds, - 

Thou wondrous Man, of wondrous Faith, farewell. 
elm. Yetere I go, hear me, Illuftrious Prince, ,. . 

I give my thanks to you, my Prayers to Heaven, -.9.. 

That you may ftill be profperous your-royal Carriages 

Has wrought this Juft refentmentinmy Soul :.. : 

Still may you Triumph, your Succefs be Ever. . .. y. 
Such as your matchlefs Worth may-juftly Claim, .. ~~ 
Diftant your end of Life, noend of Fame: 4. - nin 1, 
May you Reign long, for numerous Yearsto.come,. - 
And your Arms flourifh againft all but Rome, (Exits; 


: : 4 


Exter Lanafla. 


Lan, Oh! my lovd Lord, Lanaffa was afraid 
You'd have been hurri’d to the dreadful Battle, 
Without the giving her one laft Farewell. 

She heard the Trumpets call you, thought you liftn’d 
Tothem alone, and no foft gentle Whifper.. 

Of Love could reach your Soul... She faw your Ranks 
Of Souldiers, glittering in their gilded Arms, 
Spite of the horrid Darknefs, fo the haftned 

kere yet you march’d them to the Walls of Argos, 
Once more to gaze upon you, once more fee you, 
Print on your Lips one laft dear Kifs at parting, 
And if I then can Speak it, bid Farewell. vw] 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 


Pyrrh. Leave but your Fears behind, and then, my Love, 
We may defpife whatever Fate can.do; 
And bear our parting brave, as Princes fhould, 
With all the Greatnefs of Heroick Minds; 
Yet tenderly withall. 
Lan, Alas,. my Pyrrhus, 
Deny me not the Privilege of my Sex ; 
Women, that: always {tart and fhrink at’ Dangers ; 
Women, whofe Courage is not lefs than Mens, 
Only. their Love is more:' My Lord, I come not 
To beg you to defer the dreadful Battle ; 
For, though a Thoufand ominous Signs forewarn me, 
The fudden Doom of Pyrrhus now ts fix'd; 
‘Yet his Refolves are firmer fix’d than Fates 2.2” | 
1 only come to’offer up my Prayers : 
In thy lov’d Prefence, though I fear the Gods © 
Will be as déaf to' them: as you-have beem.. OV, 

Pyrrh, Such were your Féars‘this Morning, Love ;' and nom, 
How vain and needlefs do they feem to have been? | 
‘Unhurt, unwounded from the Field! 1 came, 
And bought a Conqueft at an eafie Rate ; 
‘Now I fhall only march againft a Foe 
Already half o’ercome. 

Lan. Suppofing then- 
Argos were yours, the Crown upon your Head, 
And youupon the Throne: Suppofe the War 
Were finifh’d as I wifh, which I dare fcarce 
Suppofe it will be; will your toils end there? . 
Or, what will next be done? 

Pyrrh. The Romans yet. woe] 
‘Remain Unconquer’d, they again fhall try 
My Forces in Arms, and my Victorious Squadrons, 
Fighting with better Fortune than at firft, 
May hurl their foaring Eagles tothe Earth. 

Lan, \f Rome were won, and that triumphant City, 
That never yet obey’d a foreign Lord, 
Submitted to your Sway, their Senate broke, 

And you their Royal Mafter in their ftead ; 
Where march youthen? 

Pyrrb, Sicily is at hand, 29 
And I may pour my Armies on their Coafts, 

Deftroying all the Ifle with Sword, and Fire 
Hotter than that of etza. E:2 Lan, 
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36 Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 


Lan. Suppofe that Sicily itd : ad tras Todas 
Shar?d the fame Fate with Rome. -ptyatedw Kate h ven oa 
Pyrrh, Then Sun-burnt:4frick : ve td -enltina age vesd hes 
Shall groan beneath the weight of Cafti’d Elephants, ) 5-1 
And its own Brood be turn’d againft it felf. >) fap e7, 
Lan, Granting that you had Conquet’d 4frick too, 
What Enterprize is next? ¢ as@ rm foo I ato 
Pyrrh, Tie fearch of Gloryiand of Fameisendlefss3c4) 5 
New Countries will afford new:Conquelts fillvirs) ode nome 
Lan. If all were won, all the wide World were yours, ; () 
What Fruit, my Pyrrbws, would you reap frompall?, ca 
Pyrrh, When Waris tobe had-no more,my Love, 
We will fit down upon the conquer’d Globe, >» ; 
Enjoy our felves in Peace, and laugh at Fate. . ‘vialen 
Lan, And why, my Lord, why can’t we do fo now? «m¢ 
Cannot one Kingdom furnifh full-Enjoyment ? Bt 
What has the World in {tore ? what Pomp, what Pleafures ? 
What can the lavifh hands of Nature:give,- 5 22s) fans fee 
That Epirus has not yielded to: her. Lord?’ a 
But oh! my Love, Kings are like other Mifers, 
Greedy of more; they ufe not what they have 
As Merchants, venturing on the faithlefs Seas 
For needlefs Wealth, are driv’n by fudden Storms | 
On Banks of Sands, or dafh’d againft the Rocksy enjion. 
And all they have is funk, and loft. at once. 903 21 
Kings rufh to Wars, more faithlefs than the Seas, |. ;, as 
Where more inconftant Fortune waits their Arifs 5) 2, 1°, F 
Where in a Minute one unhappy Blow liiwosed EES 
Ruins the Progrefs of an Age before: © o> sod syon Ii 
Delay not your Enjoyment, till you’ve all 5), 
O! do it, while you’ve any, whileyou may, |» Paes 
While yet the gath’ring Storm wants wings to reach you. 
Pyrrb. Did you Plead thus inany other Ganie, 
You could not be deny’d; but rigid Honour 
Has arm?’d my Heart againft thegrantof this. amie A ta 
Retire, my Love; for loe, the Night grows darkery, 5-5 «sy 
The Voice of Heav’n more loud, and the big Winds 
More forcibly have fhook the nodding Tents ;, 
The drowzy Souldier, waken’d by the Tempett, | 1 
Starts frowfi the Earth, andcrys, away to Battles. 2) yo; ‘A 
Retire, my lov’d Lanaffa. Hoe civ yi swoq yea T bt 
Lan, Oh! my Lord, i Ni aeia ARAN 
When fhall we meet again ? 
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nA SURES une 
Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 
Pyrrh, Heav'n knows, my Love ; 
But | too know that we fhall meet in Heav’n, 
Where everlafting Joys fhall Crown our Loves, 
And never more be funder’d. 
Lan. Oh! were that true,wretch that I amto doubtit; 
For fure there isa Place referv’d for thee ; 
A Throne prepar’d for Pyrrbus, my Love, my Lord: 
The nobleit Demi-god of all the Skies, 
And foremoft Heroe in the Hoft.of Heav’n. 
Pyrrb. No more: onelaft Embrace, and now no more, 
For the Adieus of Lovers never end : 
I wifh that we were gone. our feveral ways, 
- And yet | cannot be the firft to go. 
Lan, Then how fhouldil,a weak fond helplefs Woman! 

Oh! Stay, my Lord; fince we muft partat laft, 

Say but farewell, for your Lanaffa cannot. 

Pyrrb, Farewell,with all the force of Love, farewell. 
Lan, Oh! Pyrrbus! Pyrrhus! whither go you now, 

To the dire War? where partial Death refides ; 

Death, that was ever wont to lop the Noble 

And fpare the Vulgar ; Oh! turn back a little; 

Stay till 1 fall thus proftrate to the Earth, 

Torn by my Paflion, till I beg the Gods 

In thy behalf: Oh! fave.him all ye Powers; 

Make him the whole Concern of all your Skies ; 

Oh! let this humble Adoration move, ; 

Be good, ye gracious Gods, and fave my Love. 
Preferve htm Heav’n from all the Rage of War, 
Divert the threatning Point of every Spear , 

Shield him fome God, and let no fhaft come near. 
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Enter Dion and Aemylius. 


Dion. "¥*Hefe are our Limits, which I muft not pafs, 
For allbeyond, the Argive Lands extend : 
] hear their Guards upon their march to meet you, 


And leave you to their Convoy. 
tz, 
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38 Pyrehus King of Epirus. 
eim, Thou good old General. of a Godlike Prince, 
All health tohim, and next to him, tothe. 
Dion. I grieve to part, fince you mult goto 4rgos, 
AndI amloth to have youfor a Foe: _ 
There will be Action there; and Roman hands 
Are never. Idle at a time like that. 
efim, Yet now I fhall not draw my peaceful Swords 
For as I’m fent Rome’s Envoy, not her Souldier, 
I ftand exempted from the. Call of War. 
Dion, How will the joyful Newstranfport the King, 
That though e4mylizs would not. fide with him, 
He will not fight againft him ! He fhall be told, 
And his great Soul fhall give a due Acknowledgment 
In {paring Romans for a Rowzn’s fake. 
em. Gods! why arei Kings your mages beneath, . 
The livelieft Portraitures of ‘heavenly Powers, 
Created fubject:to Eternal Difcord ? 
Why is War wag?’d for ever‘on the Earth ? 
Why are not lefs malignant: Planets plac’d) 
To guide their Actions, to-preferve their Peace, 
And influence their Lives to: runcon {moothly 
With the fame Harmony that moves your Spheres ? 
Dion. Boundlefs Ambition, vaft-delire of Empire, 
And Fame for gallant Deeds perform?diin:' War, 
Still fpur them forward through the dufty Field, 
While Reafon all in vain wouldvyhold them back. 
eam, Why fhould our:hands rebel againft our hearts ? 
Hove a gallant Enemy in my: Soul, 
And with regret encounter when meet 5 
The Breafts where: Vertue dwells are facred Seats, 
Nor fhould they be prophan’d, no more than Shrines 5 
No Wounds fhould enter there 5 but bafe Plebeians, 
Sordid, and void-of Spirits as.of Senfe, 
‘True mortal Stuff, fhould-gorge the maw of Death. 
Dion, Olet mebe fecur’d of fuch a Friend, 
If my great Mafter has not all your Soul, 
Let the remaining part be giventome, 
And placea Loyal Subject next this Lord. 
elm. Sure we are ally’d, our Age and Hearts alike, 
And thou wer’t meant a Roman, but thy Stars 
At thy Nativity miftook the Soil; 
And caft thee.on a too too diftant Clime 


Far fsomthe Bounds of Rome. Dies, 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 


Dion. My Fate has placed me, 
Where, if t had not found a Lord, like Pyrrhus, 
1 would have chofe a Conful to command me, 
And offer’d him my Service. 
efim. The found of trampling Horfe encreafes fill, 
Which {peaks them near; time fteals away infenfibly, 
And old Mens talk is'tedious as their Years , 
Who after. feveral Farewells, ftill talk on. 
Dion, But now the Night urges our laft adieu, 
And wakeful Birds, impatient for the Morning, 
Already do begin to call it forth 
With Notes like Trumpets founding a Retreat : 
Short is the Souldiers Ceremony, a Hand and Heart 
Is all we give at parting. 
“em, And that is all 
That the moft ardent Lovers have to give : 
Once more, all health. to. Pyrrbus, and: to thee.. {Exit - 







































Enter Helenus. © - 


Fel. Oh! how I grudge the hated Steps I take,. ° ‘ 
To. lead me farther off the dear Apartinents | 
That hold my Love; how eager to return. © 
I burn with Fires more fcorching than.before, 
And heightned Charms dilate the rifing Flame 3 - 
Heav’n has took pains to work her to a Miracle: 
A wondrous Faith, joyn’d with a matchlefs Form. - 
Dion. You are welcom,, Prince: - 
I thank you that you have deceiv’d my: Fears, 
And by returning thus, outrun my Hopes. 
Hel, Oh Dion! when willthe War begin? 
Dion, Still better ;. in that ftrain you {peak Succels, 
A Prelude toa Pan; foon, hope, . 
And foon the Conqueft follow. 
Hel. You have feen me fighting. 
Dion, And doubt not but to: fee you fo again, 
With thefame fortune as you have fought before. 
Hel, \ tell thee Friend, 1 will outdoe my felf; 
My rifing Soul ftrains to a. higher Pitch 
Than e’er it reach’d till now ;' Revenge ‘and Love, 
Fury and Jealoufie, and thirft of Honour, 
All rage and.roul within my troubled:Mind,, 
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40 Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 
And work the Tempeft high: § | 2 
Lead me, my General, lead meto the War; YBa K} 
And oh! employ your intereft with the King soy f 
To haften on the too too tedious hour. 
To me the flying Minutes feem but flow ; : 
Ever this I would have been amidft the Foe, Sort idly 
Forcing my dreadful Paflage with my Sword, 3 | 
Poffefs’d of all chat Conqueft can afford : 
Through thickeft Ranks,. I would like Lightning break ; 
Love and Revenge make all refiftance weak. 
































Enter Pyrrhus and Souldiers: 


Pyrrh, See your dead Prince plac’d on the higheft Elephant, 
That all the Army, atthe difmal Objea, 
May with more Fury kindleto Revenge. 
Lothem.| Oh! Dion oh! Helenus Son.and General, 
Where have you loiter’d ? now our bufie Fates 
Call for all Hands. 

Dion, Mine, Royal Sir, are ready ; 
And my'Heart joins them, it ftrikes out with Vigour, 
And beats thick knocks againit my aged Breaft. 

Pyrrb. Helenus, lead the Van, Yen thoufand Men,. 
Are orderd to attend youto the On-fet: 
March to the Ramparts, South of 7xxo’s Temple, 
And while our warlike Trumpets found to Battle, 
And the great Squadrons mingle in the Wars 5 
Sufpend, ye Gods, the Thunder of your Skies, 
‘Withold your Bolts, that play with idle Rage, 
And fall with harmlefs Flames on Mountains tops. 

Look on more dreadful Actions done beneath, 

See our Swords ftrike, with more difpatch, in death. 


SONG. . Ao bed 


W Wretch'd in 2 Dark.and Difmal Grove, 
A poor abandon’d, hopele[s Maid, 


Thinking on ber departed Love, 


Cry'd, whither.does Ambition lead ? 





Pyerhus King of Epirus. 


From the, dear Joys that Love can yield, 
From the foft Circle of my Arms 

He rufbes to the fatal Field: 
Miftaken Swain, have Danger’s Charms 2 


Fond of « loud, yet empty Name, 
Notions of Honour you purlue 5 

And fanfying Happine{s in Fame, 
For a falfe Bli[s forfake the true. 


Lovers, with Scorn, and Hatred CUTS dy 
When all their Paffion fatl'd to. move, 
Found out this Tyrant Hougur firft, 


In pure Revenge to ynine Love. 
| [4 Battle founded. 


Enter Lanafla, : 


Las. 1, now it is begun; alas, my Pyrrbus ! 
*How my Soul fhakes within me when I think 

What Dangers thy dear Life is thus expos’d to! 

Ah! whither does he run? he rufhes fearlefs 

On pointed Swords, the Arm of Death lifts at him ; 

But yet he fhall not perifh unattended. 

If Fate ordains our fall, we7ll fall‘together : 

Together walk through all the gloomy Arbours, 

The Grots, and Manfions of the Bleffed déead's 4) 

Together ftretch’d o’er the black Banks of ‘Lethe, 

Look down upon the Stream ‘that glides beneath us. 

Oh! plifsful profpect of a future ftate, 

Delightful Ecftafie in Thoughts of Death ! | 
Methinks, through all'the vaft and verdant Meads 
No Rofe lies ‘blafted, and. no Myrtle fades 5 
But ever bloom, where niy:lov’d Pyrrhus treads :, 
Through all Elyzivm, all the flow’ry Groves, 
Fach rayith’d Ghoft with wonder fees our Loves. 
Pleas’d with the View, they point us out, and cry, 

« Loe! Yonder, where the happy Loverslie! 

Yared by their tranfport to forfake their Bowers, 

They wait onus, and all the Train is OUSS. (Exit, 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 
SCENE, Changes to the City of Argos, as Befeged: . 


Enter Antigonus, Demetrius and Arifteon. 


‘Ant. Aweady Pyrrbus has begun theStorm $ 
His Elephants, like huge Machines of War, _ 
With their Broadfides lie prefling on our Walls 3:; 
And from the Caftles planted on their Backs. | 
Pour forth an Army down upon the Town... 
Heard you that. Shout ? 

Dem. We did; it follow’d fomething 
Loud as it felf; that founded like the burft~ 
Of Brazen Gates. _ i 

Enter .Maetius. 


Mart. AlPs loft; TheFoesare enter’d ; . 
The Torrent rouls this way. _ 

Ant. Undaunted yet; - 
With Bravery, that deferves a better Fortune, 
We'll {trive to change the partial face of War. . 


Mauet Arifteon. 


“Arift. hope ’tis Epire’s Prince has made his Entrance. - 
{f:fo, Antigone’s Name will draw him here, 

Helenus from within,] Antigone---- 

Ant. Hark! ? Tas already.anfwer'd.. 
He caught it like the Echo, at diftance, . 
And clofely follows its return himfelf.. 


Enter Helenus.. 


Hel.. Now, now, the with’d for time at laft is come; . 

sublick Intereft draws the Swordsof others, .., 

To end one private Quarrel by. our felves.. | 
Arif. Lews not fpend a Minute in our talk’. . 

The Gours are precious, and our Swords can plead - 

Our Caule the beft, and ftop our Tongues for ever. 


Enter Antigone. ~ [Fight. Arifteon 


4st. Methoughts | heard you, Love; but knew not well. 
Whether it was the Voice of Fate, or you. .. 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 43 
Arift. Oh! "twas the Voice of Fate to me; it {poke 
‘The lofs of Life and Love; yet. in my Death 
‘J joy to fee you. with my clofing Eyes, 
To take the farewell View before 1 go, 
And bear thy dear Idea to the Skies. 
There, as I glide along the Bowers of Heav’n, 
And view the celebrated Beauties there , 
But find none fair enough to move my wonder, 
No heavenly Excellence of force to Charm me, 
Ev’n ther€ (ll think once more upon Antigone. 
‘LAfter a Paufe.| Whatnot a word 2? Butdonor, do not ipeak 3 
There is an-Eloquence in filent pity 
Beyond Expreffion. 
Farewell thou dear, but cruel Fair, farewell. 
Oh! I had many wondrous Things to fay, 
~ And wondrous Love fhould fhine in all I faid’, 
But that my fleeting Soul out-flies my words, 
“And leaves my Speech unfinifh’d. 
Too happy Prince, farewell. 
Black Mifts have overcaft my dying Eyes, 
J cannot now difpute the Beavteous Prize: 
All my laft Hopes, I, with my Life, refign 
The Conqueft, both in War and Love, is thine. 
fant. Oh! Lead me Love; where I may hide my {elf 
“From Sights of Horrour that affright my Soul. 
To me, the War is dreadful as the Sea 
To unexperienc’d Mariners; and I tremble 
At every blaft that blows: Heav’n fend the Calm. 
Hel. Thither, my Love, retire toyonder Tow’r ; 
Thefe Souldiers be your Guard: Methinks my Father 
Alpbraids me for my ftay; Pilon to meet him, 
And help to Crown the Conquefts of this Night. 
Ant. 1 go; ButI conjure you, Prince, tobe 
“More careful of your felf, and lefs of me. 
[Two Souldiers enter, and carry Arif. off. 
[Exeunt feverally. 


Trnmpets and Kettle Drums. 


Enter Pyrrhus, Dion, and Souldiers. 
Pyrrb. Pufh on the Fight, and follow Fortune clofe, 


She flies before. with all her Sails upon her's 
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4A Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 


And gath’ring in the fulleft guits of Wak, 
Will quickly reach the Port. 


The Scene Draws, and Difcovers the Image i 4..Bull and 
Wolf Engraven in Copper, and eng: at the Entrance of 
the Forum. | 


Dion. Why ftop. you, Sir ? 

Pyrrh, Oh! Dish, fhall 1 tell you? It m afraid. 

Dion. Do not, Sir 3 . 
You would not be believ’d although you did. 

Pyrrb. Look on thofe Figures there. 

Diow. And what of them? 

Pyrrb, | had a Meflage fent me from the Gods, 
To. tell me, where met two fuch as thele, 
There Fate fhould meet with me. 

Dion, Who brought their Meflage? 

Pyrvh. A God himfelf, one who was lately made 5 
And mingling t in. the Councils with the refit, 
Reveal'd this Part to me. 

Dion, And you.believe him? 

Pyrrh. ?Twere impious to do otherwife 5 yet, my Friend, 
I cannot fear him yet. 

Dion. Then give me ‘leave 
To fear for you; Their Warning has been Kind, 
And ought to be Obey’d. 

Pyrrk. Shall we then lofe 
So fair a Profpedt ? 

Dion, We may lofe our felves 
By venturing to obtain a nearer View: 
We feem to leanover fome hanging Clift, 
O'er-looking of the Wreck that Floats below. 
Should we ftretch more, beyond the Verge, we fall 
Infinite Fathoms down, and fink for ever. 

Pyrrk, You have prevail’d, the Gods fhall be obey’d 5 
It isno Cowardize to yield to Heav’n : 
Some other Night fhall recompence for this: 
Lefs full of Fate. Go order the Retreat ; 
Pil be the laft my felf. 

3 { Exit Dion. 


Enter 


Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 4e 
Emer Martius. 


Pyrrb, What.art thou, 
That haunts me ftill in fight ? I’ve feen thee thrice 
Fixing thy glaring Eyes on me alone : 
And with a Pride that-fcorns a fmaller Conqueft, 
Aim only at my Life. Thy Arms are Koman ; 
If thou wouldft Kill me, do it with a Gallantry 
Worthy thy Place of Birth. 

Mart. lam a Roman; 
I have fought thee in the thickeft Ranks of Battle, 
And watch’d all Night to have thee my felf ; 
But the throng’d prefs that ftill encountred you, 
(For I faw not one who dar’d to meet you fingle) 
Have held me off til] now. 

Pyrrb. 1 cannot think 
Thou haft receiv’d a hire to give me Death. 

Mart. \have; My Fame and Honour bribe me high, 
And thus I ftrive for purchafe. 

Pyrrb, Thou haft it there [ Fight. Martius fails. 
Ata dear rate; Fate feems not near me yet, 
Spite of its menace; the Retreat begins, 

And makes our diftance greater, LE xit, 


Shout from within. - 


Enter Lanafla, Supported Bleeding. - 


Lan. 1 heard the 4rgives fhout the death of Pyrrhus, 
And rufh’d into the War, where to my With 
J met my own. Oh! hold a little Fate ; 
Could I but fee my Lord before I dy’d, 
Contentedly | am thine. 


Re-enter Pytrhus, Dion, both Wounded and Supported by Helenus. 


Pyrrh, ?Yis done; my Fate has caught me in my Flight. - 
Art thou here Love ? and art thou wounded too? 
Nay, then it takes me whole. 
Lan. It was well contriv’d, 
To Summon me that hour it call’d for you 3 
Elfé had come unfent for. ~~ Pyrrb. 
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46 “Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 
Pyrrh. So-you do. 
That ®Peath was none of thine, and Heav’n will wonder 
To fee an unexpected gucit arrive. | 
Lan. Receive, my Love, my lait and fad Adieu: 
The fleeting Souls of others, when they die, 
Are breath’d into the Air, and vanifh there ; 
But I pour mine into thy lovely Lips, 
Its wilh’d for Lodge: Thus dying both together, 
‘We feem as at. the Altar once again, 
Renewing Vows of Everlafting love, 
And joyning hands and hearts before the Prieft ; 
But now we Wed more firmly than at firfl: 
For Aymen’s Office is perform’d by Death. 
Death furer than our Nuptials ties us faft, 
_ And thefe are Bonds that wiil for ever laft. “ EDies. 
_ Pyrrb. And fo they are, I fhall not ftay behind : 
And yet, ye Gods ! ?cwas ftrange, twas wondrous ftrange 
A Life fo made of Miracles as mine; 
-. Preferv'd till now at theexpence of Prodigics, 
Should end at laft fo meanly, by a Stone — 
Hurl’d by a Woman’s hand ; the very Thought 
Urges my Death the {wifter. 
Dion, Heav’n ! what a fuddain whirl of Fate was here’? 
-Juft as we had hunted Fortune to the toils, 
And almoft had her fure; then, then to let her 
_ Break the involving Net, and change the Chafe., 
Purfuing thofe by whom fhe was purfu’d, 
_Isfuch a Caprice that has no Excufe. 
Pyrrh, | had forgot, how goes the Battle on? 
Hel. As Shipsin ftormy Seas, their Pilot’s loft, 
. Drive backward with the Tide. 
Pyrrb, But one thing more : 
Oh! Clofe thofe Bleeding Wounds that gape fo wide. 
Thruft off your Death awhile, and live my General ; 
Live to entreat the fortunate Antigonus 
To ufe Helenus well. 
fel, There needs not that ; 
For Ican put my felf beyond his Power, 
And own no other Sire or King but you. , 
Pyrrb. By. Heav’n you fhould ; didnot Fate differ here:: 
Your Love ftill lives for you, mine dies with me 5 
You have'a Bribe fufficient for your Life, 
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Pyrrhus King of Epirus. 
And I have mine for Death: Farewell, my Son. 
My Eye-balls now begin to {wim in Death, 
And my Queen dances in my dizzy Sight; 
[ll feize her thus, thus make her mine for ever. 
As Merchants, that remove to foreign Climes, rt 
Carry their Families withthem, my Love, my Self, 
My good old General, tomake up the Third : 
Three {uch as we, fhall Charm the Eyes of Heaven ; 
And their Difcourfe fhall be of nought but us. 
Their Tongues fhall in our Praifes be imploy’d, 
Our Loves and Wars the Theme of every God. [ Dies. 
Dior. Methinks old Men do linger intheir Death © 
As much as in their Lives; my Blood moves flowly, . 
And drop by drop fallsfrom my withered Veins, 
Diftilling like an Icicle, ’till at laft, 
?Tis quite diffolved. 
After this Lofs, life could no Joys afford; ’ 
Death. pleafes beft, that fends meto my Lord. - [ Dies; - 


Hel. Farewell, Iuftrious Father, Hele 
: ]l ~~~ talk €. 
My. foe aceon oubtful which to choofe . 
—-Si1ive with her I love, or dye with you. 
But oh! She.comes, fhe comes to end the Strife;’ - 
And Love for her makes me in love with Life. 


TD, rampets and Kettle Drams;-- 


Evter Antigonus, Demetrius, fémylius, Antigone; 


em. See what a ftately Pomp of Death lie: here, 
And where the Princely Mourner ftands: he jole ’ 
Survivour of the royal Race of Pyrrins, . 
And almoft of the War, Oh ! grant, ye Gods, 
That every Son of Rove, chat falls in Battle. ; 
May fall as brave zs thefe. ¢ 

Dem, De. was this Night devouring as the Deluge, . . 


Aud ail the World of Epiran fe 7 i 
And but one Perfon fav, + eems {wallow’d up ; 
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Ant, [ll add another , | 
Again to ftock their Earth, Here, gallant Prince, Mon 
Receive this Pledge of an eternal Friendfhip, [Gives Antigone 
And let your Father’s Kingdoms be her Dow’r. . #4 Helenius. 
\ See the great Pyrrbws Royally interr’d, 
® and lay his much lov’d Prolomy by his Side. 
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Short are the Glories that our Livescan boatt, 
And our afpiring Thoughts in Death are loft. 
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